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TO MY WIFE 



THE OCCASION 

Needless it is, or should be, to tell how Psyche grew 
up more beautiful than Aphrodite ; who, being wrought 
to jealousy, sent forth her son. Love, that he might kindle 
the girl's heart with unnatural passion for some base 
object : and how he himself was smitten, and in order to 
fulfil his desire delivered deceitful oracles to the king, her 
father ; so that he had her exposed upon a funeral pile in 
a desert mountain place, there to await fire from heaven. 
Yet thence she was by Zephyr conveyed to Love's own 
Palace, where for a time she dwelt ignorantly happy; 
since Love availed himself of the night that she might 
not know her lord, and bade invisible ministrants attend on 
her by day. Nathless erelong her elder sisters discovered 
her retreat and, moved by envy, poisoned her mind with 
monstrous suspicion, so that she thought it possible that 
not a god but a frightful dragon frequented her bed. 
Then, disobeying her lord's most express injunction, she, 
when he was asleep, took a lamp, viewed him and, trying 
his arrows' sharpness on her thumb, started to see blood ; 
when burning oil from the shaken lamp was spilled upon 
the delicious and slumbering divinity which but three 
seconds before had been revealed to her eyes. He, 
waking, with the intolerant severity of young and ardent 
natures, reproved her fault and quitted her ; flying up, 
though she clung to his legs, though her weak arms 
vi. 



yielded, though she fell; flying always higher, he preached 
to her of disobedience from a tall tree's top, and then 
betook himself to heaven. She, humbled, with a heart 
more broken than her body, sought a stream and cast 
. herself therein. 

These things the old tale telleth : but after this, 

though it may have recounted nothing false, it surely 

hath not remembered the whole truth. Not for love of 

Love that water saved her ; nor was her encounter with 

f Pan so meagre. No ; for when the time was fully come, 

^ the memory of these things and the full significance of 

1^ her after wanderings was rekindled. Yet if so much 

escaped the puissant art of days which gave birth to that 

; old tale, how shall it be told to-day.'^ Though it have 

again burdened a man's mind, how shall it be delivered ? 

Help, O patient Reader ; and, though the attention called 

for be strained and painful, out of pity and to nourish a 

hope all-orphaned in this adverse age, listen and pardon, 

listen and help the straitened verse for that old tale's 

sake. 
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PAN'S PROPHECY 

I am old and wise and strong, 2^ ^bU- 

Hale, and still inclined to song ; I^bb^'^to 

And the morning I salute ***"**" 

Loud upon my oaten flute ; 

Then, ardent o'er my ranked pipes bending. 

Match the sky-lark's song ascending ; 

With pursed lips hovering o'er each reed, 

From deep to treble on I speed, 

And surprise him in the blue 

With earth-bom echo clear and true. 

And sometimes, when the rustling breeze 

Draws hints of music from the trees, 

I nurse and fondle their beginning. 

Chord to mate with chord still winning, 

Rearing the infant tune to express 

All a dryad's happiness. 

Next bend mine eyes to worship flowers ; SSbSTuJSn 

This tip-toe on a slim stalk towers, ioyandXSSth 

Pride at one with innocence welcome to 

tavounte moods. 

Like a child in a new wimple ; 

This other, under leafage dense. 

Sure of being searched for, simple 

Yet counting upon beauty's power, 

Content to wait its triumph's hour. 

How the gracious ferns expand 
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Like a sleeping infant's hand ! 
And their growth acquires greatness 
As a boy-king's soul sedateness. 
For them, belike, the trees are gods, 
Whom they wonder of and trust. 
And augur from their drowsy nods 
Till the autumn, when they rust ; 
Their glades then gorgeous to behold. 
Complain they that their age grows cold ? 
Sometimes, forgetful of the world. 
At eve o'er inward fragrance curled. 
Rapt, as night-long the primrose is, 

To brood apart 

[Suddenly he breaketh off, his attention being called 

away to something that is passing at a short distance 

from where he is. He proceedeth to describe what 

taketh place, asking his heart to assure him if he 

divineth of the occurrence aright.] 

Ha ! is this 

A naiad, my heart ? 

As beautiful ! as naked ! 

Divine from the stream's 

Deep pools she wades through pebbled shallows, 

And holds her brow as though it ach^d. 

And half asleep, still seems 

As one from dread dreams wak^d ? 



And, clutching stalks of stalwart mallows, 

Climbs now the thymy bank, and sitting, 

Her feet among forget-me-nots. 

Weeps into both her hands, my heart ? 

[His heart respondeth.] 

O Pan, why has she left her silvern grots ? 

Being both wise and old, it seems but fitting 

Thou didst approach and ask whereof her moan. 

Thy youth, at times, found words strike hard as stone ; 

Thy age to comfort maidens thence hath art : 

For safely age sets free a tangled dove ; 

Which youth attempting round himself soon knots 

The thousand-meshed calamity of love. 

[He rejoineth.] 

Steal we then gently through the king-cup plots 

And down the cress^d margent of the stream. 

Silently helped by the slant willow stumps. 

Leaning on mossed stools of root and stone 

And planting hoofs in thick of lush-grown clumps ; 

Ask her, unscared, whereof is her sad moan, 

And whether she has dreamt the drowner's dream 

Under cold waters cruel to her brows 

With all the shrewdness of their icy clearness. 

Or whether she hath to his wattled house 

Followed young Daphnis, weighed his Chloe's deamess. 

And all forlorn re-sought the waterfall, 

xL 
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Porch-curtain to her aching silver hall. 
[Thus communing with his heart as with a friend, he hath 
drawn near, and now silently approacheth close to the 
poor half-drowned and weeping girl.] 
Sob, sob no more ; confide thy sorrow, maiden, 
To one whose wise and ag^d heart is laden 
With echoes of all griefs that country folk 
Have felt and shuddered under, wailed and fallen, 
^iAu £?S Then from my quiet learned to bear the yoke, 
KJSJ^*S^**** And once more risen. Ofttimes nymph or faun 
^SSrTday and To tell of their heart-breaking disappointments 
!;°»"»p^^«i«<> Seeketh me in the lone mid-forest lawn ; 

constancy ana ' 



Or with torn flesh, sprained joints, requiring ointments,. 

Fainting, will reach my hill-crest cave at dawn. 

[The girl, who was shaken on first hearing the voice of 

Pan, without looking up or giving respite to her tears, 

now sobbeth :] 

What voice did start me thus with sudden nearness ? 

Ah, who is this doth question of my woe ? 

PAN 
"^'rfl'ulStX ^^ ^i^d tones questions with a cordial will : 
^pStV^lL Hast thou been saved, while drowning in the clearness 
y^l^^ Of some cold silent pool, — but saved so late 

That all the painful crowded vision still. 

And recent horror of the all-sundering throe, 

Oppresseth nigh to bursting thy sick brain ? 
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Ah, speech may give relief to such a pain ; 

And converse will that agony abate. 

THE GIRL 

Kind tones and gentle words I thank thee for : 

Thy guess is naught to that which I deplore. 

PAN 

If it do vex thee hearing wrong surmise, 

Remove thy hands, let gaze into thine eyes 

Mine, now so aged and wise that they can read 

Clear in another's, why her heart doth bleed 

THE GIRL 

This might be of such griefs as oft are borne, 

. But mine has never been before this morn ; 
Yesterday knew it not, no previous day 
Shed light on things like those mine eyes have seen, 

! Or mocked as this day mocks — it hath not been ! 
PAN 

My wisdom was not gathered in men's homes, 
And is not based on what they do or say 
With greatest frequency or likelihood : 
Bees are wise too, — behold their honeycombs ; 
And gods so wise they grant what good men pray : 
Man's learning did not make the sky props good : 
And mine was gleaned from many a summer's mood ; 
Sad evening taught me, and the drear wet day, 
And pining winter's sudden radiancy. 



She denieth 
knowledge of 
those extremitiesi 



He will have it 
that though he 
may have read 
exterior signs 
amiss, the heart is 
an open book to 
him. 



The woe inscri- 
bed on her heart 
is too little ccMn- 
mon to be dect- 
phered by ex- 
perience. 



He hath not 
learned alone 
from man but 
likewise from 
nature. 
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After the snow fall, hath shown truth to me. 

THE GIRL 
S!?i^^. I cannot think, the evening or the snow 
ShtfSi'aS^tiM Have e'er revealed the secrets of my woe. 

ynr'fcloM. 

PAN 

^^SSaSwL^ ^^y» ^^^ ^^^ power to read, the power to heal, 
^SSa^^^y- These are not learned or fostered ; these reveal 
•d^imtgiireDby ^ Jonor unsuspected ; these may gauge 

The rarest sorrow, and thy grief assuage. 

THE GIRL 
S5i'**^*'wd ^^» ^^ ^^^^ deem'st thy dower to be divine, 
^k^^ Know that that fond vain dream has once been mine 
bSM^y^ Who dreamed the gods had crowned with happiness 

Her days forever — witness my distress ! 

PAN 
2;;j'^y^«> Look, oh, for comfort, look into mine eyes ! 
^S^^d^nd Though hopeless, look ! for in an effort lies 
2g»di«thberto pj^jj^g . adventure to the soul means strength 

Renewed ; and woe that would be of a length 

With endless time is pride in black disguise. 

THE GIRL 
2iiJ1Jbj^ I 2un not pride ; that piteous earth am I 
^' Spumed by his feet, when last he leaped the clouds. 

PAN 
SStS^h«" Hark, with soft strains of music let me try 
"^"SS^. To raise that pall despair, wherein woe shrouds 



«th to 
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Her shrinking, tender as an infant's eye. 

[He playeth, and slowly she raiseth her eyes to fix 

them on his; he ceaseth to play and after a pause, 

behold ! he prophesieth :] 

Thou, thou art Psyche, chosen spouse of Love ! 

A perfect beauty, yet unfortunate bride ! 

For I will not, for all his yellow curls, 

Or what, like music, through the eye doth glide, 

His presence, which in golden vans he furls, 

Sleek as a roosting dove, 

To rest upon some bastion of white cloud — 

No, not for these will I his faults condone : 

Feverish and rash he is, and not alone 

Blinded by mad desire, but far too proud. 



Herein hk inapi- 
ntkxi aUowetk 
ber beauty to be 
perfect, but eq>t- 
ethateedof 
misfortune in the 
seeminff perfec- 
tion of bar hu»- 



Lorn, lorn, that lovely palace ! lorn its courts 

Deserted by thy joys ! that knoll^d park 

With clumps of summer trees and browsing deer: 

Its calm bright lakes, where downward thread the dark 

Mute fish in golden shoals — deep waters clear, 

Whose surface smooth reports 

The viewless Zephyr as he comes and goes ! 

And, then, those jasmine arches overhead. 

Where, underfoot, small curious shells are spread 

Or lanes of herbs whence sweet aromas rose ! 



He proceeded! to 
deplofe die for- 
lorn palace that 
had been the 
home of their 
happiness. 
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Were all these wanton ? Was that house a toy ? — 
Mysterious with its unseen service rare. 
Both prompt and exquisite to allay desire ; 
Its pure bath welled within a circular stair ; 
Those pillared sound-homes ; the invisible choir. 
That uttered a god's joy ; — 
Were these but a caprice, a season s whim ? 
And tangible, viewless, warm-vowed, secret, fond. 
When to thy kiss Night rapturous did respond, — 
That jealous coaxing husband ? what of him ? 

g^Jf2^,„ A shame ! fix shame upon him ! let it bum ! 

iSSiSttidhir' He trusted not a beauty like his own ! 

iSnXiIjftai^ct No better than a mortal, wast thou not ? 

hb*dl^^«id ^y S^^ ^^ mortals little trust is shown ; 

irJccSm. *^ They hide the more part, and most closely what 
Doth mortals most concern. 
Thou wast but a mere woman and thy grief 
A woman's, not a nymph's e'en ; for their tears 
Are diamonds dissolved : salt-water clears — 
Worthless though lavished — clears an amorous thief ! 

He would possess thee all in all ; but thou — 
His lighter hour and converse half asleep 
Must make thy fortune, win thy gratitude ! 
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Why, many an upland boor that tendeth sheep 

Is kindlier-hearted and hath grown more shrewd 

In following his plough, 

Than to expect the comforts of his house. 

Or his wife's patience, for a lazy kiss ; 

But hearkeneth to her thought and shows her his : 

Yet Love himself deceived his chosen spouse. 

PSYCHE 

Ah, now indeed I feel that thou art wise, 

For other hearts thou readest as thine own. 

That house, my heart could paint e'en as thou didst, 

With its fair bath of circling steps of stone 

Deepening till, for a round yard in the midst, 

A tip-toe effort tries 

In vain to keep nostril and mouth in air, 

Till I perforce did make some feint to swim : — 

And Love, most just is all thou saidst of him ; 

Laughing, he starved mine eyes and mocked my prayer ! 

PAN 

Ah ! but take heed ; too little trust was thine. 

Unlovely sisters crediting, who told 

Such hideous lies. Was this a fault so small. 

Them to believe before Love's voice of gold. 

Whose sound might prove its truth, most musical, 

Most winsome, most divine.^ 

Thou, Psyche, thou art also much to blame. 



The rude herds* 
manshowvth 



dealinf with 
woman than thb 
young god. 



She is persiuuled 
of hit wisdom 
because he hath 
told her all things 
that ever she did. 



Vot onlv her 
husband but ihs 
herself is to 
blame for belicv* 
ing the lies her 
sisters told rather 
than the mid* 
night whispers of 
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Was, then, the essence of thy joy so slight ? 
Naught written on thy heart as gods may write, 
In large events, their purpose and their aim ? 

SeSSte^l* Weep, weep ; it is the poorness of the soul 
SJrSiS aii'evlis That causeth heart-crossed and love-cankered fates. 
Sfi^wheSir ^^^^ ^^^ ^^S 2ilnis, because he friendship gives ? 
m«<^J^'SLt Demand return for love ? When the soul mates 
SSt'fortSi^' Is't but as when a merchant hopes he lives 

Not worse, upon the whole. 

Than those who have reaped honour from their pelf? 

Is it but so ? No deep intent to serve 

Love- worthiness life-long, with every nerve ? 

Can love-struck heart belittle thus itself? 

Acdon should Why could he not so trust thee as he should ? 

proceed from the ^ 

|^*wS^S* And thou, what didst thou hope for afterward, 

Te!^^,?t'" With proof the best known to thee did proceed 

to prove £a? *' From monster vile ? Deeds with hoped good accord ; 

what seemed the * ^ 

5?|^J»^^ But what was there to follow from thy deed 

ajgrwhehning At all resemUiug good ? 

What dreary future, with a past assured 
That it had revelled being poison-fed ? 
What Psyche gazing on a dragon dead, 
Remembering bliss in Love's own arms secured ? 
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Ah, was it life, or vengeance, prompted thee 

To change such ecstasy for certain woe ? 

Know this, thou never shalt more sureness find 

That aught which seemeth good is really so, 

Than just that which exclaimeth in thy mind 

" Good," feeling it to be ; 

No thought, no reason, and no evidence 

Can ere avail to 'stablish thy delight ; 

If wrong, that canst thou not foresee ; if right, 

'Tis but thy rapture s lasting to thy sense. 



He showeth that 
there can be no 
knowledge of 
good except the 
experience of joy 
in possessing it. 



Though upon false occasion thou art pleased. 

Thy pleasure ne'er to falsehood had recourse ; 

For visions, joy-inspiring, though revealed 

By our mistaking, are our rapture's source. 

In tasteless ambergris there lies concealed 

Virtue, by which released 

The savours of all other meats appear 

Three times as strong, ten times as exquisite : 

So souls to love befooled, strengthened by it. 

Should grow elate, as good dreams good men cheer. 



Illusion itself 
may be the source 
of real good and 
blessed memc 
bethehein 
thereto. 



When love has moved us, how we taste our life 
And relish ten times more each common day ! 
A dream may feed the mind, delight the soul. 
More than fair weather can, a friendlier way. 



Good sprung 
from illusion is 
effective and may 
remain active 
after the illusioo 
has been dis- 
persed. 
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And, surely as a lover doth console, 

Remove the effects of strife ; 

For even a dream has lent us what we sought : 

Which when the world presents and then withdraws, 

The world, like a good dream, has given us cause 

For thankfulness — days, weeks, with rapture fraught ! 

JjJ^f^idtSiJ Yea, let men praise the gods and be rejoiced 
^^ffSr To feast upon rich memories of worth ! 
a^shlhiid' Wrought inly to activity by Love, 
dS^^ilS.w'* In thee all excellence had conscious birth. 
S?i^^£ai And earlier days and hopes how far above 
^Lri^£d^er« Had raised thee, gentle voiced ; 

floated entranced 

Si^lhT^t ^ summoner divine ; who led thy soul, 

fr!l tiS^^SS Soft treading on live herbs which breathed forth scent 

MhJUThtn Unto that bath, wherein thy pure form leant 

from the bath,-- i 

~j,»!i^p"- Tranc'd like cut rose afloat in crystal bowl. 

Milt crosses over- ^ 

wbehnsoriorious 

a past? For 

SSJy trSTth? And, from the revelation made to thee, 
bSh'£*i5ort and ^^y ^^^^ refreshed should have come forth still trance 
•*~^*^ What though the clumsy and fast-changing world 
Withdrew its help ? — no longer seemed enhanced, 
A parent of thy bliss, but onward hurled 
Into fresh crudity? 

Must the soul's joy fade severed from its root 
In this gross-seeming moil of grief and mirth? 



Had not thine innermost conceived all worth 
But idly flowered without the strength for fruit ? 

Alas, alas, the search for love and friends 

Is malady ! for, if we are to cease. 

No joint asseveration can avail : 

Cry we ' forever ' loud as heart may please, 

The shade in hell is yet more thin and pale : 

Nay, we know naught of ends ; 

But beauty, when we know, we love, and when 

We love we hope : the thing revealed, and not 

That form or face that did reveal, is what 

The heart serves, though nine know it not in ten. 

When I was young, the laughter of the gods 

Woke me to loneliness ; they at their feast 

Mocked at mine infant shape, so unlike theirs. 

So unlike man's, and yet not like the beast 

That thinks not on itself : as when wind stirs, 

And this tree shakes, that nods, 

So foreign seemed their laughter in mine ear. 

Madness might seek for pity from such folk ; 

I sought not, ne'er have sought, but borne my yoke 

And known myself, known them, without a fear. 



Crois aicum- 
stances should 
not be permitted 
to impose, since 
thesoulservetha 
conception which 
the world is 
powerless to take 
away. 



His own bastard 
divinity, the 
laughing stock of 
the sods fnMn the 
cradle, is citedi 
if any erer lacked 
love and sym- 
pathv surely it 



I learned no language, felt no need to learn. 



Yet had he in 
silence and 
patience discovered the soul in all things and become the universal friend. 
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No more than thou to guess that of the birds ; 

Slowly my thought was born, yet proved exact ; 

Betrayed by the conveniency of words 

Are gods and men : when the mind grasps the fact, 

Then, then the lips will burn ; 

And languages of trees, of gods, of men. 

Are bom at need. I can converse with all ; 

Scanning their nature's depths, what sounds will call 

Things righted to each soul, I utter then. 

hS5h«r«ty By words which had no touch with truth thy soul 
^SdJ3bS^7 Has been led far astray. Think now and know ! 

soul is of account. rr*t i 11 i* • 1 

For.thoughthosc Though, worthy love, we live unrecognised, 
SScire**l£?t Contemned ; yet what we are is loved ; and, though 
which^^ymot ^^^i^ ^e be loved, that heart which holds us prized 

adored ; and, on « • 1 

the other hand, Is not lu our coutrol, 
SL£Sj?Sy If our desert be less, but rather serves, 
SSSlS'th?«ai All unbeknown, far-distant though it be, 
u<i*Shich*an^' Whatever soul doth answer perfectly 

thcr IS more 

worthy of. Uuto its love, aud vows we hear deserves, 

PSYCHE 
S^e^iS^th Ah, was mine error then to hold him close ? 
lainlll^fondu I thought thou thought'st he had been in the wrong, 
ceiyedofLoveas But now, like him, thou set'st thyself to chide, 

lOYuifoaeso ' ' ' 

hSSSr*" Justly, my wretched deeds : but not for long 

Does the snapt stalk support the blossom's pride ; 
xxiL 



No long time, when it snows, 

The broom-brush fair endures to bow his head, 

But crashes and falls down ; no long time I 

Will mock this beauty, having cause to die, 

But in the stream lie down till I am dead. 

PAN 

Stay, stay ! sun-dried thy locks crimple and twine ; 

The golden light has lured his rosy friend 

From chilly ambush, and, were Eros here. 

Suddenly in his arms thy woes would end : 

Who is more worthy love than thou art, dear ? 

Then be sure love is thine. 

If thy soul half surmise her beauty's worth, 

Thou'lt listen while what new has dawned on me 

I do relate ; thou'lt flush with ecstasy 

When I unfold the secret of thy birth. 



Pan insisteth that 
such beauty as 
hers is ever 
worthy of love, 
and proceedeth 
to a new revela- 
tion. 



Thou art not mortal ; in the summer's dawn. 
Thy mother plucking cowslips in the grass. 
The thyme and grass of Enna blessed her feet ; 
Scarlet she wore, that ne'er from sight she pass 
Of fond Demeter from her threshold seat. 
E'en when on some far lawn ; 
And to the farthest had she strayed that day. 
When she beheld the magic crocus spring. 
And wild with joy could note no other thing ; 



She is the 
daughter of^ Per- 
sephone : this the 
old tale had let 
slip, and even the 
present poem 
cannot recount 
all ; for much will 
remain which 
must indeed some 
day be told about 
what was said 
when she at last 
found her way 
down to the 
under-world 
where her mother 
ragneth queen. 
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So Hades seized and bore her fast away, — 

Down through the chasm'd rock, to his stern home : 

And there she learned to love him, there she bore 

A daughter violet-eyed ; then to her thought 

Returned her childhood, and the days before 

She first trod asphodel— days when she sought 

The lark's nest, or did roam 

For flowers on the wide bush-studded hills ; 

She pitied then thy honey-coloured curls. 

And deemed her present home no place for girls ; 

And musing by the Styx heard Enna's rills. 

Thou, changeling, in a palace cradle laid, 
A mortal nurse hath lulled thee with her song ; 
And thou hast been of many tears beguiled, 
Seen death and kissed it, when they died who long 
Had loved thee and had called thee their grandchild ; 
And thou hast been afraid. 

And hast despaired, and sought death ; but the tide 
Treasured thee carefully unto this place, 
Though, dazzled by the beauty of thy face, 
Thy nature was by Eros undescried. 
PSYCHE 
aerq^thiii Ah, am I then as he is? Doth my flesh 

Not need that change he said his heart once meant, 
xxiv. 



But, since I disobeyed, meant not to give ? 

Ah, as the sun, and moon, and stars, unspent 

While girls grow up and wither, shall I live 

With beauty all as fresh 

As Love's, whose eyes first waked on that grim earth 

Before man yet had fire, or yet had felt 

Kind joy ; for, while upon the beach they knelt 

To see his wave-borne mother, he had birth : 



And even then he was as now a youth 

Of ardent soul, loose curls, and radiant form ; 

And as his scorn half-pitying on me turned 

E'en thus he gazed upon that umber swarm 

Of cave-dwellers, who, sordid, naked, yearned 

Among the rocks uncouth. 

On unploughed heaths, an early world's bleak shore.- 

Persephone ? My mother ? Love was blind ! 

How shall I find her? Him, how shall I find ? 

Seek him I will, and found leave him no more ! 

PAN 

Go forth ; but know thy triple fate is this. 

To be, as hell is, shunned and held in hate ; 

And to be weak, as mortals are, and weep ; 

And yet be loved, as heaven, as heaven, elate. 

Thy mourning shall run out in joy as deep 

As any ocean is. 

B 



This young god, 
her husband, 
hath always been 
the same in rash- 
ness, despiang 
mere human Me. 



He wameth her 
that not only joy 
but pains and 
weakness are to 
come. Love is 
also bein^; taught 
by suffering to 
discern more 
truly the nature 
of that which he 
desireth. 
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That heavenly husband suffers pain for thee ; 

While heady rashness from his brilliant gifts 

Now in his heart stern passion fans and sifts. 

His true child Joy born of thy womb shall be. 

PSYCHE 

I thank thee for thy gentle wisdom, Pan ; 

And for thy kindliness divine, how much 

I thank thee ! and no more will seek cold death ; 

For I perceive the stream's pure soul was such 

As truly knew the nature of my breath, 

And loved me better than 

I hitherto have loved myself ; but now, 

Looking far forward toward those joys divine, 

I seek my bridegroom, and no more repine. 

Through rustling corn lands on where drear woods sough 

PAN 

Hark, up by yonder copse thoult see a hut : 

Within there hangs an ample cloak fur-lined ; 

Clothe there thy naked beauty : by the door 

Tall buskins of a shepherdess thoult find : 

Take thou her scrip and cates ; she is not poor, 

And leaves her door unshut. 

At dawn I watched her hie o'er yon hill-crest 

Her flocks Til bless, beyond what thou dost take. 

Thou'lt see the road below thee skirt a lake ; 

Strike down the path, and joining it, turn west 
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PSYCHE 

Farewell ; when Love's kiss doth my fortunes heal 

I will remember thee, and we'll devise 

Some good gift for kind Pan. Sweet chance ! behold ! 

A brooch still fastened to my hair ; I twice 

Or thrice have felt it pull or touch me cold ; 

'Twill pay for all I steal. 

PAN 

Farewell ; if I know Phyllis, she will prize 

Thy jewel o'er her cloak of rabbit-fur, 

And all possessions else that 'long to her ; 

Its presence in her hair will light her eyes. 

[Psyche wadeth across the stream and full oft she turneth 

to wave her hand toward Pan, both then and while 

climbing the grassy hill, and he as oft returneth her kind 

signal, though pursuing, in subdued tones, his own sad 

thoughts, which to behold so much beauty leaving him 

had naturally raised.] 

Oh, easy to the mind . St^^e 

Of god and man ! easy, and fraught with bliss the troth she 

• « • needeth to re* 

And energy, is this— Sfe to*5iS?i« 

To perceive the truth and be no longer blind ! SS^iSi^' 

With spring^ing^ step, elate mtthbeverumi 

^ ^ ^ *' impatient to set 

As hers, they hasten, as she hastes away, ^^ ""^J^ 

And have no care to stay S^i5^ 

Anear the living source that their late gloom ^^i^^be 

a. frcqiiented. 
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Dispelled ; so, from the tomb, 

Souls fleet down the return-forbidding strait. 

Yet, thou, O liberating Truth, 

Art e'en as the fine bloom of youth. 

Or waters of pellucid springs 

On which the attempt to hoard them brings 

A change ; for in the earthen jar, 

After a week, how dull they are ! 

Tainted, and shunable as those 

Who seek to arrest youth s happy rose. 

Beyond its season s kindly hour ! 

Ay ! thus from truths reveal'd the power 

Which once we thought forever ours. 

Lies at length, like some spent flower s 

Seared petals choking its green leaves. 

About the heart that, stifling, heaves. 

Yea, kiss thy hand, sweet soul and good. 
Then turn the corner of the wood : 
Tis done, and thou art hid from view. 
£?^^5i il Who knoweth all that once they knew ? 
To suffer loss e'en while we gain. 
While hope's proud wings beat down our pain. 
Then all at once to find them fail 
And, pitying, o'er our past to quail. 
Stands in the record of the mind 
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iathe 



oTlife, 



A fate as common as unkind ! 



Thou wilt I know ere long foi^et 
My words, and wilt their import let 
Slip in the tumult of thy hope ; 
Nor can our tortured spirits cope. 
Under the stress of bliss deferred, 
And tantalized by things unheard 
Which are unto our ardours dearer 
Than the, albeit surer, nearer 
Events, in which they do not live, 
But like one drowning struggle with. 

Ignorance will succeed to doubt. 

As thy unrest doth go about 

To prove what once seemed clear, a dream ; 

And fear's white ash o'er every gleam 

Of the live coal will softly flake 

Till all thy being cold doth ache ; 

Thy mother then thou'lt seek in dread 

As one but anxious to be dead. 



Psyche wUl half 
forget and theo 
doubt what she 
nowcalleth 
knowledge ; nor 
can it be odier- 
wise while the 
spirit u goaded 
to impattenoe hj 
bliss deferred. 



Lastly she will 
find her mother 
when looldng 
only for death. 



Yet I, who know thy crowning bliss, 
Will not be overcast by this ; 
But to my wonted haunts repair 



Yet Pan can re> 
joice in know- 
ledge and in the 
friendship of such 
strenuous 
nymphs as are 
vanqtushers of 

And drink the wild-rose-perfum'd air, wwKa^S 

in appropriate activity the renewal of their beauty and happiness. 
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Or climb yon ridge to taste the breeze 

Still faintly salt from far-off seas ; 

Then gather fir-cones in the wood 

To make my cavern hearth smell good, 

That those far-sighted nymphs who climb 

The mountains, in the winter time, 

When long night through the rough winds blow, 

May come to warm them at its glow, 

And tell what eyes so blue and keen 

Upon the distant roads have seen. 

And how belike two neighbouring kings 

Will wage a war, with other things 

Which they have learned from birds that go 

From land to land and on the snow 

Fall o'er-wearied and a-cold ; 

These to their bosoms they will hold 

Until revived the songster sings 

Of far-off lands, then spreads his wings 

And leaves them happier than they were. 

And even as happier yet more fair. 
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